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[" IS EVIDENT that one of the imperial policies of the present 
administration is to shut off all discussion of the serious issues 
now before the American people. Following close upon Judge 
Parker’s speech of acceptance in which he called attention to the 
extravagance of the party in power, an executive order was sent to 
the departments at Washington practically suspending the rights 
of the citizens of this republic to learn in detail just what expendi- 
tures were being made on their behalf. . Mr. Roosevelt now indi- 
rectly makes an appeal to the American people to cease all public 
discussion of the Philippine question on the ground that it makes 
the work we have to do in the Philippines harder to accomplish, and 
there are not found wanting men who consider the executive order 
and this request wholly reasonable and along the lines of .good 
policy. Nothing, in our judgment, could be more pre- 
posterous, more indicative of a high handed dictatorial 
manner of conducting public affairs than the making 
of such a request during a presidential campaign. 
Are the opponents of the administration’s policy 
to be estopped from the discussion of what seems 
to them to be wrong because it makes the opera- 
tion of those wrongs more difficult? Have the 
people of the United States no right to discuss 
among themselves and within their own doors 
matters affecting their own prosperity and 
honor? If we may not discuss national extra- 
vagance, and are to be forbidden by the imperi- 
ous personage of the Theodhof to debate 
among ourselves questionable methods of pro- 
cedure in the East, why should we not be gagged on the subject 
of the tariff, lest it disturb the delicate machinery of American 
commerce? Why should we not be forbidden to breathe a word 
against the trusts lest it interfere with the proper gathering of the 
wool crop on Wall Street and possibly mar the pleasure of the visit 
of the Archbishop of Canterbury with its effect upon the nerves of 
Mr. J. Pierpont Morgan? Why should we not be bidden to remain 
silent upon the Panama business, lest by speaking our mind we seem 
to confess to others some suspicion of our own honesty? Why 
should we not be incarcerated on the charge of /ese majeste, because 
we object to some of the high handed Big Stick doings of Mr. 
Roosevelt, encouraging the South American republics to believe that 
we have at Washington merely a slap stick opera bouffe adminis- 
tration ? 





% 
* oy 
W: HAVE watched with some interest the outcome of the war 
cloud which recently hovered over the relations of Great 
Britain and the Commonwealth of Massachusetts, and 
are glad to observe that the threatened breach has 
been averted. That fornis an interesting precedent 
which has been established by the enforced apology 
of an American justice for his act in fining for con- 
tempt of court and an infraction of the laws of 
Massachusetts, an attaché of the British Embassy 
who was clearly guilty. Carried to its logical con- 
clusion, the time may come when we shall find 
not only our over-speedy automobilists claiming 
immunity from law on the ground that they are connected with the 
Embassies and Legations of foreign powers, but it is quite conceiv- 
able that the valet’of the third assistant secretary of an attaché found 
guilty of stealing Mrs. Goelet’s pearl dog-collar will claim immunity 
from punishment on the ground that he is protected by the flag of his 














own country. The cook of the French Ambassador, guilty of com- 
mitting mayhem upon the person of his hated rival in the affections 
of the parlor maid, the coachman of a Senator, will go scot free, 
and the official bootblack of the sixteenth clerk of the fifth assistant 
secretary to the second butler of the naval attaché in the service of 
the Ambassador from Borneo arrested for disorderly conduct will 
become an international incident. 


* 
* oS 


HE INSTITUTION. OF MATRIMONY is receiving some pretty hard 

knocks these days. In the first place, General Corbin comes 
along and advocates a measure requiring young officers of the army 
to propose, not to the girl or her father, 
but to the War Department for the 
hand of the lady whom he aspires 
to make his wife. We have hada 
good deal of centralization of late 
and it is not without interest to see 
how far the men in authority in Wash- 
ington are encouraged to go under 
the lead of their present master in the 
placing of more power in the hands 
of Bureaucrats. We are not at all sure that the ultimate object 
of this suggestion of General Corbin’s is not to place in the 
hands of the President of the United States the power to rule our 
domestic as well as our foreign affairs, and we advise a very care- 
ful. scrutiny of any measures looking to that end. Following 
close upon this recommendation of General Corbin’s comes. the 
advocacy by George Meredith, the distinguished British novelist, 
of what the insurance companies would call short term matri- 
mony. Mr. Meredith believes that the marriage contract should . 
be a limited one, renewable at the expiration of a-certain num- 
ber of years. In other words, he contends that a man or a 
woman, once married, should-not be considered as always married, 
but mierely parties to.a contract, which gives to one or the other the 
option of discontinuing the relation at the expiration of the contract 
period. Possibly the adoption of the Meredith system of matrimony 


. would obviate some of the difficulties of which General Corbin 


complains, possibly not. But, believing as we do, that it would 
effectively remove much of the scandal attendant upon the present 
game of progressive matrimony as played at Newport, the idea seems 
to us to possess commendable features. Any measure which would 
serve to clean out the social Augean stables which are rapidly be- 
coming an offense in the nostrils of the decent citizenship of this 
country would be welcome, and if Mr. Meredith’s scheme can clear 
away the difficulties of those who have too little or too much money, 
Puck recommends that it be given a trial. 


fs 
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W' CANNOT agree with Colonel Harvey’s intimation that Daven- 
port’s cartoons are all to the bad. We find one which even 
Mr. Davenport’s employers agree is the hit of the campaign. It is . 
the cartoon now placarded all over the country in which Uncle Sam 
is depicted as patting Pete Dailey on the back and saving “ He’s 
good enough for me.” “The drawing is a little queer, but the senti- 
ment is the thing, and the man who will assert that Pete Dailey is 
not good enough for him is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils. 
It may be a little obscure what connection there is between Pete 
Dailey and the campaign that this cartoon should be dubbed a 
campaign hit, but the thought is all right just 
the same, and if Colonel Harvey will only think 
about it a minute we opine that he will admit the 
fact. As for Mr. Davenport’s use of yeast instead 
of ideas, as Colonel Harvey charges, that is a 
blow beneath the belt. Mr. Davenport’s mediums 
are his own, and if he chooses to use a break- 
fast food in the preparation of his drawings it 
is his own business. There are people who 
assert that the Colonel occasionally writes in 
vitriol, and that the Worth American Review is 
the surest cure for insomnia known to the materia 
medica, but nobody thinks any the less of him for 
that—so why should not Davenport use yeast 
if he is so minded and his employers happen to like that sort of thing? 


* 
* * 


y WILL be many a long year before the public service of this 
country is adorned by a finer example of the gentleman, the 
scholar and the statesman than the lamented Senator Hoar. Puck 
pauses in his pursuit of the lighter things of life to place a tribute 
of affectionate esteem upon the bier of the sterling citizen who in 
every capacity, public and private, served his country well, unselfishly 
and nobly. 
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WHO SHOULD BE OUR NEAT PRESIDENT? 


[From Advance Sheets of the South American Rewview.] 


THEODORE ROOSEVELT-— By H-n-y C-b-t L-dge. 


a 


HERE BEING no personalities in the present cam- 

paign, the single issue is the. unparalleled pros- 
perity of our fortunate country, directly attributable 
to our happily adjusted and beneficent climate. 
The question is, Shall the weather be administered 
as it has been and is now being administered, 
fructiferously, or shall it be committed to a party 
which for years has been under the weather, unable 
to rise above it?... We live in a land of smiling 
plenty. Creation’s eye is bent approvingly upon 
its vicegerent, the party of Lincoln and of Roose- 
velt. For the Republican party stands for good 
weather and always has so stood. It has given 
to the country the very best procurable. ‘Re 
publican weather’? has passed into a proverb. 
Under it the country has enjoyed varying degrees 
of prosperity, but always prosperity, and generally 
of the highest kind. If conditions in the course of 
the next year or two demand a revision of the 
weather, will it not be safer in Republican hands ? 
Democratic revision of the weather has ever been 





“ Mr. Roosevelt's weather eye ts always open.” 


a gloomy failure. Recall the weather we had under 
Cleveland! I repeat, the Republican party is for 
good weather and always has been. A somewhat 
careful study of Democratic official utterance upon the 
question leads one to the conclusion that the Demo- 


ALTON BROOKS PARKER — By W-ll-am 


HE REPUBLICAN program, as deduced from its 
official utterances, is singularly barren of 
promise. It arrogates the credit for our alleged 
national prosperity, but it goes too far in claiming 
that the Republican party is peculiarly and exclu- 
sively fitted to administer climatic conditions. It 
behooves us thoughtful citizens to ask whether our 
people desire arbitrary weather, and whether it is 
necessarily safer with a party of performance than 
witha party of promise. The Democratic party holds, 
first, that the weather is a local issue, that it is en- 
tirely independent of the function of government, 
if not unconstitutional; and, second, that the Demo- 
cratic party is prepared to give the country better 
weather than the Republican party has ever been 
able to procure. Political parties cannot be per- 
mitted to live indefinitely on their records. New 
conditions require new weather. In our develop- 
ment there are certain to arise conjunctures when 
it becomes a matter of imperative, urgent and vital 
importance to know, not what sort of weather we 





“* Judge Parker is safe and sane on weather.” 


have had, but what sort we are going to have. We 
submit that the claim of the Republican party to 
stand upon its ‘‘wreckord”’ came to an end in 1900; 
that by eight years of power it has been amply 


THOMAS ERSTWHILE WATSON -— By T. 


HE ELECTION of the Hon. Thomas E. Watson 
would put an end, once and forever, to the 
power of the vampires of Wall street, who have for 
years controlled, in the name of one party or the 
other, the weather of our unfortunate country. 
The election of Mr. Watson would mean that hence- 
forth the weather would be administered by and for 
the downtrodden people of our wretched land. Let 
us look at the matter calmly, as is our wont. That 
cheerful old gasser, Henry Tightwad Davis, has 
himself declared that the policies of the old parties 
are ‘‘almost identica]l.’’ Good God! the man con- 
fesses it! He is void of shame. Why, then, if the 
Democrats believe in Republican weather, in heav- 
en’s name why should they vote for Parker? Why 
not go the whole hog and vote for Roosevelt? The 
Judge and the Colonel but echo each other. Parker 
is only a revised edition of Cleveland, and it is 
notorious that the only weather Cleveland ever 
cared for was fishing weather. The country might 





“ The Populist Party believes in fiat weather.” 


go to the devil for all him, and it did. Even Cleve- 
land expressed contempt of his party’s attempt to 
revise the weather, and refused his sanction to it. 


cratic party is not for bad weather, but for some 
weather that shall be a little different from the Re- 
publican kind. . . . Contrast the candidates. Mr. 
Roosevelt’s weather eye is always open. His views 
on the weather (and everything else) are familiar to 
every man and woman in the United States. True 
he is somewhat weather vain and given to Ajax 
attitudes; but he has carried on the climatic poli- 
cies of his predecessor; he has been loyal to Re- 
publican weather; the rain of prosperity will con- 
tinue. His opponent, Judge Parker, is a man of 
unblemished character, but his opinions on the 
weather are totally unknown, with the single excep- 
tion of his declaration that every cloud should have 
a gold lining. Yet he voted twice for the silver 
lining. The parties and their candidates are be- 
fore the country. The Republican party deserves 
success because its direct connection with the 
Almighty has been proven; it is weather-wise. The 
Democratic party has manifested only incapacity; 
it is weather-beaten. Need the voter hesitate? 


F. Sh-eh-n. 


repaid for whatever good weather it has provided. 
No attempt is made to convince the people that 
anything more is to be expected of the Republicans 
in the line of weather or weather revision, nor for 
counting more on self-restraint, conservatism and 
réspect for meteorological law on the part of Mr. 
Roosevelt in a second term than he has exhibited 
in his first. The American people are not forced 
to accept Mr. Roosevelt for a weathercock. Judge 
Parker is safe and sane on weather. He is modest. 
He promises no better weather than he believes he 
can procure. Of this, at least, his fellow country- 
men may rest assured — whatever else his weather 
may be, it will be constitutional. His associate on 
the ticket is also sound on weather. He is close to 
the people. There is no closer candidate. I re- 
peat, the Republican party has not controlled the 
weather; it is beyond the control of any party; and 
the Democratic party promises to control it more 
effectively than the Republican party has ever 
done, or for that matter, ever will do. 


E. W-ts-n. 


Democratic weather is hot air, and Cleveland knew 
it. Again let us look at the matter calmly. Let 
us maintain that equable temper, that serenity of 
soul, for which the Populist orator in the discussion 
of public affairs is deservedly celebrated. The 
Populist party believes unalterably in fiat weather. 
All weather is good, the free gift of the Almighty. 
Without it our ill-starred country could not go on, 
much less prosper as it has. Therefore if all weather 
is good we cannot have too much of it. I would 
have every man in this wretched land make his own 
weather if he chose to. For eight years the Demo- 
cratic party has stood for the free coinage of weather; 
now, in a minute, it takes back every word it has 
said. It makes my very blood boil. The only hope 
for our miserable, god-forsaken country lies in the 
election of Thomas E. Watson. Elect Watson, and 
the control of the weather will pass forever from 
Wall street. Give our downtrodden serfs a 
chance to get in out of the wet. 


SILAS COCKTAIL SWALLOW — By C-r-ie N-t-on. 


| AM for Swallow because the country needs a dry 
spell. Republican and Democratic weather have 
ruined it. The rain of rum must cease. Your Aunt 
Carrie is resolved it sha// cease. Sisters of the 
Hatchet, our hope is in Swallow. Swallow must 
and shall be elected. We need his help. Let us 
elect Swallow and that other famous man who is 
running for Vice-President — what ’s his name? I 
can’t think of it, but you know who I mean; he’s 
a household word. The youth,of our land is 
soused by the rain of rum. ‘The nation is soaked. 
There is no choice between those wicked old 
parties, the Republican and Democratic. And 
what ’s Watson? I tell you I know what ’s Wat- 
son. He’s Scotch, I ’ll bet a hatchet. He’s a 
Scotch highball. Down with him! We'll Swal- 
low him. Swallow is the man. Too bad he has 
such a name, but the poor man can’t help it. His 
heart is right. He will put down rum. Oh, for 
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‘* Sisters of the Hatchet, our hope ts in Swallow.” 


that blessed day! We must elect Swallow and — 
is n’t it strange I can’t think of that man’s name? 





Everybody knows him. There ’s a whole page 
about him in ‘‘Who’s Who On the Water Wagon.” 
Teebles?. No; it ain’t Teebles. He’s running 
with that Watson fellow. Smash, smash, smash, the 
cause is marching! Cheer up, girls, and let’s be 
gay. Myhatchet! my hatchet! On to the Subway 
Tavern. On to Hank’s Place! Smash that scan- 
dalous sink of iniquity! Shame on the Bishop! 
My hatchet! This way to the water wagon! Hur- 
rah for Swallow! We are coming, Silas Swallow, 
a hundred million strong! We are coming, Mr. 
— Oh, dear, his name was right on the tip of my 
pen then. Barrel? No, it ain’t Barrel. Farrell ? 
Carroll! That’s it, Carroll. Hurrah for Swallow 
and Carroll! They will sweep the country like a 


green bay tree, or a yellow bay tree, or a red, 


white and blue bay tree, or any other old bay tree, 
as long as it is n’t a bay rum tree. Down with 
rum! My hatchet! 
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Gro. B. CoRTELYOU, Chairman, 








—IMMEDIATELY — Two Million 
Two-Dollar Bills. The Kind that 
Burns. 


Republican National Committee. 
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Somewhere in the States of Vermont or Maine, early in September, 
one rainbow. Finder will be liberally rewarded upon returning same 
to T. TAGGART, Indianapolis, before Nov. 8th, and no questions asked. 
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Esopus, N. Y. 
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| And Many Others. 
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‘*A most foul conspiracy! ’’ I muttered. ‘‘To place 
a base born churl upon the throne of Charlemagne. Ventre 
Saltpetre, but it is incredible. I do not know whether to 
believe this varlet’s tale or not. Jules Fagot, it is true 
that you greatly resemble the Duc, but, aha! mayhap 





In WHICH I MAKE A STARTLING DISCOVERY. 
SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 


Robert Gaston de Launay Alphonse, Monsieur d'en Brochette, Count of Paté de Foie 
Gras, meets a beautiful unknown ina Paris café, and is prevented from pursuing her 
by the disappearance of his horse. A few hours later, on the road from Paris, he kills 
in a duel the messenger to the Duke des Pommes de Terre au Gratin, and becomes 
possessed of a letter to the Duke. He scents a conspiracy against the King. At the 
Pousse Café, in Croquante, he again meets the beautiful unknown, who ts accompanied 
by the Duke des Pommes de Terre. The Count and the Duke quarrel, and a duel 
is fought in which the latter is worsted. But the Count is treacherously beaten down 
by the Duke's hirelings and thrown into a well. He ts assisted out by a youth who 
brings him a note of cheer from the beautiful unknown Isabelle, together with a rapier 
and a warning that, should mutters reach a crisis he must repeat boldly the words 
“ Deux cafés cognac, gargon!" He pursues Isabelle and locates her at Mme. Filet’s 
Boarding Chateau in Poisson, Here he ts again disarmed and confronted by the Duke. 
Boldly he cries out: ‘\ Deux cafés cognac, gargon /” 





— RICH mahogany hue of that dissipated face turned an ashen gray as I 

gave voice to the phrase and the Duke, staggering backwards in a sudden 
surge of dismay, dropped his sword upon the tesselated floor. To leap madly 
forward and seize it by the hilt was but the work of a moment; and again, as 
I found myself armed once more, I hissed in the man’s gaping countenance 
the cry: 

“* Deux cafés cognac, gargon /” 

“Mon Dien /” he muttered, a white froth upon his lips, and. his eyes 
rolling madly, as he started aback. ‘‘The word!” 

And then it all came over me like a flash. The man’s secret in that in- 
voluntary movement backward was revealed, and the manifest wince that crept 
over his being as the word gargon fell from my lips showed him in his true 
colors. 

The person who stood before me was nof the true Duc des Pommes de 
Terre, but some base born churl masquerading in borrowed —nay, better put 
it stolen—plumes. I eyed him narrowly as he mopped his brow with ,his 
handkerchief, which in very truth bore the ducal crest, although he handled it 
like a serviette. 

“*You heard?” I cried. ‘‘ Deux cafés cognac, gargon |” 

‘* Oui, M’sieur,”” he answered, cringing low and washing his hands in 
savon invisible. ‘Instantly, M’sieur,”’ he added, placing the handkerchief 
over his wrist as though it were a napkin and he merely the serving man of a 
Soulevard chambre de dejeuner. 

‘‘Pah!” I ejaculated as my scorn swept over me; and then for the first 
time came relief to the over-tense situation for, ludicrously enough, even as 1 
blew the scornful exclamation from my lips, this 


indeed thou art he and lying to me, still’”— I added, 
bending over him threateningly, for as I spoke I perceived 
the mole upon the chattering, coward’s chin. ‘‘ Thou hast the birth-mark! ” 

‘‘Oui, M’sieur,”’ he replied, his pallor deepening as one having been 
caught with stolen goods, ‘‘but it is spurious.”” And with this he flicked the 
mole from off his chin with his thumb-nail and handed it tome. My first 
impulse was to toss the thing out of the window in sheer disgust, but second 
thought made me keep it, since there was no telling how far such material evi- 
dence of their dastardly plottings would go to bring mellow fruit to the 
spreading branches of the gallows-tree. So, having no other where to put it I 
affixed it firmly to my own chin, little recking what tremendous influence this 
simplest of acts was to have upon the history of France and myself during the 
next forty-eight hours. 

‘*A damnable conspiracy this of yours, my Fagot,” said I. 

‘France has been ruled by its cavaliers long enough,” he growled. ‘‘It 
is time the makers of the true France came into their own.” 

‘The Makers of true France, varlet?’’ I ‘cried. ‘‘Sapristi de Santa 
Maria — and who may they be?” 

‘‘The Chefs, M’sieur,”’ he replied. ‘‘The Chefs of Marseilles, of Toulon, 
aye, and of /a Belle Paris. It is we who have won glorious renown for our 
beautiful country, yet where is our recognition. Our generals who in time of 
war jiave won great victories have risen to places of honor and power. Field 
Marshal Vicomte de Tureen has been ennobled for a single moment’s brave 
display of reckless courage on the plains of old Compiegne. M. le Baron 
Bar-le-Duc for his strategy at Fontenoy was taken into the Council of the King 
and dowered with vast possessions. M. le General de Roquefort has received 
the richest-rewards the country lavishes upon the fortunate ones of war; but 
we, sir, we the Chefs who in times of peace and war have shed lustre upon the 
tables of our King—we still go unrewarded. ’T is well to lift on high the 
arms of France, but he contributes most to a nation’s lasting greatness who 
keeps its stomach fair and fed, its palate sated, and its dreams of glory safe and 





sane and sweet.” 

Faith, but the fellow’s words went deep into my soul and stirred it well, 
and had he been less cringing and kept his hands apart instead of giving them 
that low born wring and twist that marks the menial as a servitor for aye, 
right gladly would I have offered him the softened glance of sympathy. But 
there he was intrinsically the valet of the kitchen, and I, of course, a Huevos 
Pasada par Agua, to say nothing of my claim to the blood of a d’en Brochette, 
could not well descend unto the level of such canaille. Moreover, it infuriated 
me beyond the power of epithet to think that such a one had crossed swords 
with me—the wielder of one of the proudest blades of France. 

‘Go on, fellow,’’ I commanded, suppressing the momentary impulses of 

sympathy. 





spurious Duke sat plump upon the floor in the 
manner of an object that had been blown over 
by some sudden, paralyzing gust of wind. 
** Marionette!” I added, ‘‘Th-huh!” 

‘‘Non, Monsieur; non. Jules Fagot, Mon- 
sieur,” he chattered. ‘‘Plain Jules Fagot at 
your service, Monsieur.”’ 

‘‘Ah—Jules Fagot, eh? Of where— Fon- 
tainbleu, or what other famous wood-pile?” I 
demanded. 

‘*Le Café de la Paix, M’sieur, of Paris,” 
was his quivering response. 

‘*Head-waiter or chef?” I persisted, re- 
solved to press my questions home until the 
man’s very soul lay naked before me. 

‘*Non, Monsieur; valet de cuisine, M’sieur, 
seulement valet de cuisine,”’ he mumbled. 

‘*And his Grace the true Duc des Pommes 
de Terre? What has become of him?” I cried. 

A greater fear racked the form of the 
cringing coward before me, and he made as 
though he could not speak. The point of the 
rapier restored him to utterance however, for 
I made no hesitation of puncturing his silken 
hosiery with it until the sawdust fairly spouted 
from the wound. 

‘He is a prisoner,” replied Fagot, under the pressure of pain, ‘‘in the 
wine cellar at the Café de la Paix. He would not enter into the conspiracy and 
it was necessary that he should, else all of us would be hanged before sundown. 
They seized upon me, the living image of the Duc save as to the mole upon the 
chin, to assume his personality, at least until the hour was ripe for placing him 
upon the throne of his uncle.”’ 

‘And had he not consented then ?”’ I cried. 
‘Then I was to reign in his stead,” Fagot replied. 
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“ The sawdust fairly spouted from the wound.” 


‘* We have united 
and form a party 
2,000,000 strong of 
“active workers, each 
one of whom can 
count upon a hun- 
dred sympathizing 
friends—or 200,- 
000,000 subjects —”’ 
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“Ventre Saint 
Ambergris!” I cried, 
pacing the floor in 
agitation at the stu- 
pendous revelation I 
had stumbled upon. 
‘‘A hundred times 
the population of our 
land!” 

“In truth, yes,” 
he replied, quietly. 
‘‘And that, Milord, 
without a vestige of 
a surface agitation. 
You may well pause 
in the face of such 
figures, for if they 
mount so high in secret effort, to what will they amount when a public propa- 
ganda brings the rest flocking to our standards ?”’ 

What my answer would have been I hardly know, for we were interrupted 
by three soft knocks upon the door. Fagot, his cringing instantly faded into 
resolution, sprang to his feet and reached for the knob. 

‘If you call for help you are a dead man!’ I whispered, blocking his 
path and holding my sword point directly at his throat. ‘‘Send them away.’ 

‘*Who ’s there!” he called, hoarsely. 





































































‘*Itis I, Monsieur le Duc — Le Cheva- 
lier de Brie, Captain of the Camembert 
Carabiniers,”’ 

My heart fluttered with excitement, 
for the name of that bravo was already a 
terror to half of France. 

‘*Tell him you are engaged or you 
die!’’ I whispered, emphasizing my com- 
mand by pricking the varlet’s Adam’s 
apple, with the tip end of his own sword. 
**Quick!’’ I added, as he hesitated. 

‘*Later, Chevalier, later,’’ the spuri- 
ous Duke called aloud. ‘‘I am on the 
point — ouch! —I am on the point of settling 
a delicate matter, Mon Capitaine. I will give ’ 
thee audience later.” : bt, 

Ma foi, but I was relieved to hear the eM 
clanking spurs of the receding footsteps with- 









Aen, XG. 


A WISE TURKEY. 


To grab him by the throat and toss 
him violently across the room into a cor- 
ner as if he were so much mere bagging 
was the work of an instant and, Ven(re 
Saint Petersburg, his last hour were in- 
deed come, had not a piercing shriek from 
behind the wainscot distracted my atten- 
tion. 

‘*To me— Huevos—to me!”’ came a 





despairing woman's voice. ‘‘A/on Dieu 
—to me or I die.” 

It was again the voice of Isabelle. 

I leaped to the wainscot and madly 
felt along its panelled sides for some 
possible hidden spring that should open 
uh a secret door leading to the distressed lady’s 


2 
> 


quarters. Inch by inch, I covered the whole 
side of that accurst wall with thumb and finger, 


out. Not, let me tell.you, that in single combat “Really, Gobby, you should n’t run about so much. until—click! The center panel slid to one 

I feared de Brie, nor that I held unwelcome the You 're as thin as a rail and your drumsticks will get as side, and a black corridor without disclosed 

prospect of crossing blades with him some day. hard as nails.” 3 itself. Plunging through the opening, I started 

In sooth, the contrary was more to my real taste a. se waes Sm ames. oe torun. Fagot, as I did so, rose hastily and slid 
S : a . Y é as Ss se nas yand s 

a f y : y rpiharey: the fat and tender thing that gets it in the neck oround ? 6" : . " . ") - _ 

for had I not made a vow to a fair lady of Castile Thanksgiving.” back the panel, leaving me without and in utter 


—the lovely Catherine de Savon, my cousin— 
that for her wedding gift, the curled chin whisker of de Brie woven into a chate- 
laine, would go to her once the nuptial hour was set? But at the moment, I had 
other things tothinkon. The rascal, Fagot, and his base conspiracy were fitter 
things for Huevos Pasada par Agua at the pressing hour, and so I say, I was 
much relieved to hear the clanking spurs of the receding footsteps without. 

‘‘Now, you miserable atom of the proletariat,” I observed, turning to the 
cringing Fagot, ‘‘continue with your tale of infamy. In what way is the fair 
Isabelle mixed up in this intrigue ?” 

‘* My fiancée,”’ he answered, his sickly, green face lighting up with passion, 
his head maddeningly chirked as though he were, indeed, a devil among the ladies. 

‘*Yours?’’ I cried, my wrath surpassing bounds. 

‘*Well—his—the real Duc des Pommes de Terre, but mine by right of 
succession,”’ he answered, setting his arms akimbo and twirling his mous- 
tachios in a surge of conceit. 


darkness. 

‘«4 moi, Huevos, a moi/” came Isabelle’s voice from the fore, and I 
began to run towards it. A mocking laugh from behind the panel grated 
harshly upon my ears. 

‘‘Run, you squirrel, run!” called Fagot. ‘‘The maid to the fore; the 
oubliette behind! Ha-ha— Ha-ha!” 

And then, as I sped along, I realized the horrid truth. 

The floor of that curst corridor was naught else than an easy running 
treadmill, and run till I lost my wind, scamper as I might, I could not get a 
single step forward, and what was more devilish still, I could not stop for rest. 

For behind me lay the oud/iette. 

Squirrel indeed! That was I. A winded one at that. 


Next week, Chapter V., 
“In Which the Hero Unexpectedly Acquires a Title.” 





AS TO VICES. 


‘*Now, my dear, don’t fret because James has gone into politics. A man must have some vice and it is 
better to have it politics than gambling, or drinking, or—”’ 
‘* But the newspapers say such awful things about him —”’ 


‘‘That ’s the advantage of politics over all the others, my dear. 


You don’t have to watch him yourself.” 
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CHOICE, GENTLEMEN.” 








THE ‘CHILDHOOD DAYS OF THE CANDIDATES. 


ANECDOTES TOLD BY THEIR OLD NURSES, —TQ WILBERFORCE JENKINS. 





Little Theodore and the Mickey Boy. 


Wiex LITTLE THEDDY was only six years old his Nurse Anneke Jans used 
to take him daily to play on Tompkins Square. The company to be 

found there, it is true, was rather mixed, but then Theddy at that time had 
certain definite ambitions which ‘made it highly desirable that he should 
become used to strange playfellows. His Sunday School teacher had told him 
that if he were a good boy he might either die and go to Heaven, or be elected 
President of the United States, and little Theddy pre- 
ferring the latter, from that moment so directed all his 
doings that this ambition might some day be gratified. 
It was a dark, slushy morning in February when Theddy, 
having built himself a little snow fort in the center of the 
Square, uttered his defiance to the rest of the world, at 
the moment consisting of a red-haired little Irish boy 
named Mickey Maguire. The answer was soon coming 
in the shape of a snow-ball with a glass agate in the mid- 
dle of it, which so infuriated Theddy that he immedi- 
ately made a sortie and soon had Maguire on his back 
pummelling hiin soundly with his.right fist, but holding his 
left behind him. 

‘* Phat yez doin’!”” roared Mickey, writhing with pain. 

‘*You,” said Theddy. 

‘*Oi ’ll til me mudder ! ”’ wailed Mickey, ‘‘an’ you ’ll lose the Oirish vote.” 

‘‘Never,” laughed Theddy, diplomatically, ‘‘for you see, Mickey, I’m 
half Irish myself. It’s me Oirish fist that’s whackin’ ye, but me left, which 
represents me political half, is offerin’ you the olive branch.” 

It was predicted at the time when this story got about that some day the 
young hero would be found calling for a grest Navy with one hand, and 
summoning a Peace Conference with the other. 






The Favorite Pastime of the Infant Fairbanks. 
QUESTIONED as to the habits and pastimes of the little lad, his nurse 
acquainted me with the interesting fact that at the 
age of five small Charlie Fairbanks, a deeply 
studious lad, evinced a decided predilection 
for what he called Historical Games, in which 
he and his youthful companions played famous 
scenes from the annals of the American 
Republic. As an evidence of this, Babette 
told me of an incident that had occurred in 
* the Autumn of 1857. It was long after 
dark one late October day, when Charlie 
, 4 Yeturned to the farm after an absence of 
four hours. 
‘Dear me, Charlie boy,” said his father, ‘‘ where 
have you been all this time?” 
‘*Playin’ with the fellows!” said Charlie. ‘‘Tobe Watson, and me, and 
Si Higgins and Zeb Slatterby ’s been playin’ Washin’ton crossin’ the Delaware. 
Tobe Watson was Washin'ton, and Si Higgins was one of the boats and 
Zeb Slatterby was the other shore.” 
‘«And what were you, Charlie?” asked his father. 
‘“‘Me? Oh, ! was the Delaware—1I’m so full of ice, 





a 
* Oh, Iwas the Delaware.” 


” replied Charlie. 


The Infant Swallow Makes a Suggestion. 


WHEN SILas C. SWALLOW was a child he manifested a most extraordinary 
grasp of human nature—more perhaps than any of the many candidates for 
high official position now before the American people. 

‘*He was allus seein’ things afore other people seen ’em,”’ said his nurse, 
a dear old person, still living at Squiankus, Pa., ‘‘even when he was a midget. 
I remember once,” she continued, ‘‘some complaint was made by the head of 
the house because of the size of the milk bill. Si useter drink eight quarts of 
milk a day and the time came when his parents decided that that was too much. 

‘** Why do you drink so much milk, Silas?’ demanded his father. 

‘**Coz I’se sirsty,’ Silas replied. 

‘** Well, isn’t water good enough for you?’ ruared Swallow Senior. 

‘**Tt’s dood enough, but it ain’t popular,’ said Silas. 

‘««Not popular, eh?’ repeated Mr. Swallow. ‘Just listen to that! 
why, my son, isn’t water popular ?’ 

The lad puzzled over the question a moment, and then, after a glance 
out of the window at the well, he replied: 

***T don’t know for soyten, but I dess its ’coz it don’t cost four dollars a 


quart.’”’ 


And 


“With a giass agate in the middie of it.” 


The Business Sense of Baby Gassaway. 


IT wAS just after the flood. The Davises were paying a visit to Noah, in 
his mountain retreat on Ararat, and of course little Gassaway, at that time a 
child of five, was taken along. In spite of his boyish enthusiasm for the 
games of Ararat, it was clear to all that the little lad was much impressed by 
the magnitude of the flood. Every once in a while he would stop his games 
to look out over the broad acres from which the waters were gradually reced- 
ing, and become deeply thoughtful. 
‘*Gazzy, dear,” said Noah, beckoning the little fellow to his side, ‘‘come 
here to your uncle. What is the matter? Anything gone wrong?” 
‘‘No,” replied little Gassaway, ‘‘ Why?” 
“Oh, you seemed so thoughtful,” 
explained Noah. 
‘*Ah,” smiled little Gassaway. 
‘“‘T am, Uncle Noah, but that 
was n’t worry. I was only think- 
ing what a screaming investment 
Consolidated Earth will be when 
we ’ve got the water squeezed out 
of it.” 


The Sagacity of Little Alton Parker. 


THE NuRSsE of little Alton Parker, upon inquiry, turned out to be a hired 
man on his father’s farm, named Ebenezer Smeet. 

‘*He was a likely lad,” said Ebenezer, ‘‘and we useter predict great 
things for Alty in the old days down Cortland way, not so much for the things 
he said as for what he did n't say. But, when he did speak, Gosh all 
Hemlocks, but he hit the nail on the head! i 

“Yes, siree,” he continued. ‘I ‘ll never forget, one mornin’, when he 
was only five years old, he came down to the pastur lot where I was a-settin’, 
dressed up ina little red suit made out o’ the old parlor carpet. Scart me 
most to death, by Hokey, for just as he came toddlin’ along, I ’d let old Mose, 
the finest bull in all York State, loose in the lot, an’ ’t wasn’t more’n a 
minute afore he had Alty tossed over the fence inter the barnyard.” 

‘* Heavens,” I cried, ‘‘was he hurt ?”’ 

‘«Never could find out,” replied Uncle Eben. ~‘‘Fact is, he never said 
a word for two hours—not till his father came along, and then, by Gum, 
what d’ye think he said ?”’ 

I gave it up. 

‘*Wa’al, he just fixed them eyes o’ his’n on the old man an’ he says: ‘Pa, 
frugal expenses is the most imperious duty o’ the times,’ says he. ‘You ’re 
wastin’ good money on this here farm.’ 

“«*How so, Sonny ?’ says the old man. 

‘**You’re payin’ big money to farm hands for tossing the hay on this 
here place,’ says Alty, ‘when ye got a red poll bull here ’at can do the job 
twicet as well for his board.’ That’s what he says, by Hokey, and ye’d 
oughter seen the look in his daddy's face. 

‘**By Hokey, Alty,’ he says, the tears coursin’ down his cheeks, ‘I’m 
afeared I ’ll have to lick them notions 
out o’ you. I had great hopes o’ 
your future, boy, but dad bing 
it, them words o’ yourn 
make me fear you "Il, 
grow up to be a mem- 
ber o’ Congress.’ ”’ 








The Youth of Tom 
Watson. 


WE CAN find no authen- 
tic information concerning 
the youth of Thomas E. 
Watson, the Populist candidate for the 
Presidency. Inquiry throughout the State of Georgia, in which, according 
to popular superstition, he was born, fails to divulge the fact that he ever was 
a baby or had anything even remotely resembling a nurse. 

We do not hesitate, however, to say that if Mr. Watson ever was a boy he 
in all probability would have signalized his sixth birthday by announcing him- 
self as a some-time candidate for the Presidency in some such terms as these: 

‘*Since the death of Washington, the Father of his Country, the United 
States has been an orphan. When I grow up I shall do my uttermost to 
become its one and only Pop.” 


oe Mae 

































There is no better known name and trade-mark identified with 
Havana Cigars than HENRY CLAY. This name has for 

several generations stood for fine quality only, 
and has without doubt had as much 

influence in building up the rep- 
utation of Havana 4 Flor de Henry Clay 
Cigars as any one brand 
known to the public. 
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Here are six new shapes and sizes—original and distinguished! They have the 
refined “Regalia” style, but modified from the extreme pointed shape. The skill, the 
experience and the traditions of a century are combined in this new production from 
the famous HENRY CLAY factory. A selection of tobacco has been made for these 
six new “NAVY” sizes from our own plantations that is unapproachable, for they 
are mild and yet have that rare aromatic quality so prized in the finer Havana Cigars. 
They are made in the original HENRY CLAY factory and by the same workmen who 
have made HENRY CLAY cigars for a generation. 














In addition to possessing these characteristic traits of quality and style, these 
new shapes and these new names are given them to aid the smoker to identify the 
different sizes and fix in his mind their grading prices. They are now for sale by 
the: leading Importers and Retailers of fine cigars in all the large cities in the 
United States. | 








JULIAN ALVAREZ, CALZADA DE LUYANO 100 


Habana, Cuba 


HAVANA TOBACCO COMPANY, 111 Fifth Ave., New York 
General Selling Agents for the United States 













You Want 


Apply to Beqvent : Dealer. 


Arcadia 


MIXTURE. 


There is only one mixture in 
London deserving the adjective 
superb. I will not say where it 
is to be got, for the result would 
certainly be that many foolish 
men would smoke more than 
ever; but I never knew anything 
to compare to it. It is deliciously 
mild yet full of fragrance, and it 
never burns the tongue. If you 
try it once you smoke it ever 
afterwards. It clears the brain 
and soothes the temper. When I 
went away for a holiday any- 
where I took as much of that 
exquisite health-giving mixture 
as I thought would last me the 
whole time, but I always ran out. 
This is tobacco to live for. 

My Lady Nicotine (p. 17.) 


POLITICAL conversation seems to be 
restricted to the politicians. 
ES 
THAT souND of hammering you hear 
is the nailing of campaign lies. 
e 


Tue cost of clothing has gone up 26 
per cent. since 1890. Better try to make 
your old tuxedo go through the winter. 


af 


THis Is surely the year of the personally 
conducted campaign. The political chauf- 
feurs are cooling their heels in idleness. 











(MOM LE AY 
learn to Wr/ire 
Show Cards 


Geo. ©. Leek, of New Haven, Conn., 
upon leaving school enrolled for the 
1C.8. Complete Lettering and Sign 
Painting Soares. He is now receiving 
$21 a week for lettering and sign paint- 
ing work. There is a constant demand 
for competent men in this profession. 
The work is agreeable and the remun- 
eration good. Send for free Lettering 
and Sign Painting Booklet. 
INTERNATIONAL CORRES. SCHOOLS 

Box 904 Scranton, Pa. 




















GHERLOCK HOLMES 
Solves the Great Issue Mystery 


See Next Week's “ Puck.”’ 





‘perceiving, the name itself suggests the nature 


the Ball. 
occured to tk. 
make drop kicking an accomplishment worth while. 


It must be opened. Drop kicking would open it. 


cane rush and bowl fight. 





DROPPING THE DROP KICK. 
°°" BALL, broadly speaking, is an affair of the feet. 


To any one quick at 


of the sport. And thus 


deducing, we have the Kick, which naturally is the result when the Foot meets 
There are various kinds of kicks, among them being the punt, the 
place kick and the drop kick. There are others beside, but in those the ball so 
slightly figures as to make them foreign to this discussion. 
Solons of Foot Ball that the game would be measurably 
improved if the foot met the ball with greater frequency. Or, tersely, if there 
were more kicking. So, acting upon this idea, they so arranged the rules as to 


Some time ago, it 


The game was too close. 


And drop kicking did open 
it. Foot Ball, for the past two years, has been more of foot bail and less of 
Now.the rules committee has reduced the field, or 
drop kick, goal in value, to discourage, it seems, the very feature of the game 
which, a season or so ago, it sought so valiantly to introduce. 
tendency? Is the merry crunch of the revolving wedge, the turtle back and 
the flying interference to fill again in a year or two, the autumnal air ? 


What means this 


MorE PEOPLE will winter in Manchuria this year than at any previous time 
in its history. The G. P. A. of the Siberian railway should issue a folder. 





TABLE BEER of faultless flavor, produced 

in our modern brewery by a skillful com- 
bination of perfect materials, perfect cleanli- 
ness—and brains. It is healthful, pure and 
delicious, blending all the good qualities of 
Milwaukee beer with the rich Miller Taste 

:accentuated and made more perfect. 

On all dining cars and steamships; at leading cafes 


(of The Best” 


Milw aukee Beer 





MILLER BREWING CO., Milwaukee | 





that he is “it.” 
# 


Tom Watson could n’t stand the strain. 
long-distance windjamming. 
itt 


AN ESTEEMED contemporary asks: 
We are waiting for the football figures. 


it 


can’t guess where 6,000,000 bushels went to. 
# 














Loveth a Cheerful Giver.” 


MICHIGAN has produced 7,000,000 bushels of beans this season. 


HAVING BEEN “tagged” by Odell, Candidate Higgins naturally supposes 


Mr. Bryan still holds the beet for 


“ Are we becoming more humane ?” 


You 


TAKING a hint from Commissioner Ware’s placard, “The Lord Hates a 
Liar,” Messrs. Taggart and Cortelyou have posted up the sign: 


“The Lord 








Hunter 
Whiskey 


IS 


Perfection 


In Quality, Purity, Flavor 





one. at all first class cafes and by jobbers. 
M. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 











Why not hold the next peace congress 
in Venezuela ? 

at 
Epitor McC ure has gone to Port 
Arthur to obtain for his magazine Gen. 
Stoessel’s story of “How I Held Port 
Arthur.” 

# 
THERE CANNOT be anything in the Dave 
Hill— May Irwin matrimonial rumor. 
Miss Irwin says she has known him a 
great many years. 

# 
THE Standard Oil pipe line from In- 
dian Territory to Bayonne, N. J., is the 
longest in the universe, excepting the sal- 
vation pipe line connecting young Mr. 








Rockefeller and the celestial regions. 


















‘The best Wealth is Health,’’ 
and Jaeger underwear isa 
noted maker and saver of health. 
It is therefore the most profitable 
investment for your money, for 
what profits any gain if health be 


lost? 
RECOMMENDED BY LEADING 
PHYSICIANS EVERYWHERE. 


Booklets and Samples Free. 


Dr. Jaeger’s 8. W. 8. Co.8 | i Owl Stores: 


Hew York: ‘ior is? Browte, 





































Agents in all 
Principal Cities. 
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expensive shoes.”’ 


Ww. 
his $3.50 shoes. 
to be the finest 


W. .. DOUCLAS | 
FOR 
$3.50 SHOES itn. 
a ot Ge 
'e any other manufacturer 
world. The reason W. L. Douglas $3.50 shoes 
greatest sellers in the world is because of 
‘ lient style, easy fitting and superior wearing 
ualities. If Icould show you the difference between 
x ay Fy F- ~ ho 
makes and the - e leathe 4 
understand wh We ft ~tS 
Ay" ig! intrinsi 
onger, and are of greater intrinsic value th 
other $3.50 shoe oni the market and why tho 
sales for the year ending July 1, 1904, were 


$6,263,040.00. 
W. L. Douglas 


his name and 
substitute. Sold by shoe dealers everywhere, 
usively. 


are the 
their exce 


take no 
Fast Color Eyelets used | 
“AS GOOD AS $7.00 SHOES.” 
‘Heretofore I have been wearing 87.00 shoes. Ipurchaseda | 
pair of W. L. Douglas 83.50 shoes, which I have worn everyday | 
Sor four months. They are so satisfactory I do not intend to return to the | 
more WM. GRAY KNOWLES, Asst. City Solicitor, Phila. 
L. Douglas uses Corona Coltskin in 
Corona Colt is conceded 
Patent Leather made. 





more men’s 









and those of other 


Douglas $3.50 shoes cost more 
ey hold their shape, fit better, wear 


to-day, and why the 


guarantees their value by stampi 
rice on the bottom. Look for ree 


Send for Catalogue giving full | 
instractions how to order by mail. 
W.L. Douglas, Brockton, Masa. 





-PUCKERINGS. 


SOUR MILK is the latest elixir of life. No longevity for us, thank you! 


Puck Is prepared to wager any amount that candidate H———— will be 


elected Governor of New York. 


No MATTER how crazy the weather may be, the department may be relied 


upon to report it “‘ Normal.” 








Ball-Pointed Pens. 






32 Gh GPO IN Tt) 





=BALL- POINTED 





Suitable for writing in every position; glide over 
any paper; never scratch or spurt. 


Made in England of the finest Sheffield rolled steel, BaLL-PointTED 
Pens are more duradle, and are ahead of all others 


FOR EASY WRITING, 





(Hh. HEWITT’S PATENT.) 





Buy an assorted sample box of 24 pens for 25 cts., and choose 
a pento suit your hand. Having found one, stick to it! 





H. BAINBRIDGE & CO., 90 William Street, New York, 


POST FREE FROM 


or any Stationery Store. 











What is the Issue ? 
Ask SHERLOCK HOLMES 


Wert Week's “ Puck.” 


RBOKER’S BITTERS 


Antidyspeptic. A tonic, an appetizer and a delicacy In mixed drinks. 




















Banquets 


and dinners are satisfactory only 
when the wine is satisfactory. 


WESTERN 
CHAMPAGNE 


—the Standard of American 
Wines 


Is the banquet wine 
excellence. It is the fav- 
orite in the homes where 
the choicest of everything 
is demanded. 


“Of the six American 
Champagnes exhibited at 
the Paris Exposition of 
1900, the GREAT WEST- 
ERN was the only one 
that received a GOLD 
MEDAL.” 


4 PLeasanT VALLEY Wine Co. 
H Sole Makers, - Rheims, N.Y. 
Sold by respectable wine dealers everywhere. 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. ; 
URaNCH WAREHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street. } New Yous 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 
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INDIGNATION. 


RIGHTEOUS 


‘*Do you remember that five dollars you borrowed of me 
last June?” 

‘*Well, I should say I did; —I lent two dollars of it to Jones 
and the skunk has n’t paid me yet!” } 





Digestion’s greatest aid — Abbott’s Angostura Bit- 
ters. A “nip” before and after every meal gives 
appetite and helps digestion. — Abbott's. 





THE MAN IN THE MOON. 

Of course he uses Williams’ Shaving Soap. So does 
every other sensible man who wants to “shine in the world,” 
and shave with ease, comfort and safety. 

wane eran series Deen Ses 


Write for Free Booklet, ** How to Shave.” 
THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn., U. S. A. 









WILLIAMS °so.>" 







































Southern 
Pacific 
CALIFORNIA 


$4250 


FROM NEW YORK 


ELEGANT NEW PASSENGER STEAMERS 
Between NEW YORK and NEW. ORLEANS 


SAILING EVERY WEDNESDAY AT NOON 
Thence via Rail through 
LOUISIANA, TEXAS, NEW MEXICO 
AND ARIZONA 
September (4th to October (4th 


INQUIRE 

Boston, 170 Washington St. Philadelpia, 632 Chestnut St. 
349 Broadway Baltimore, 210 No. Charles St. 

New York, }°"; Broadway Syracuse, 129 So. Franklin St. 











CESS SS 575 0 $250 


a Month Selling 


NOVELTY KNIVES win 


Roosevelt & Fairbanks andParker & Davis Pictures, 
also your name, address, photo, lodge emblem, etc. under- 
neath handles. Style 118 (like cut) 8%in long, 2 blades, 
finely tempered razor steel, $1.00. Cat. shows many styles. 

Send 2c stamp for great Special Offer to Agente. 
Big profits—good commission paid. Exclusive territory, 
NOVELTYOCUTLERY 00., 10 Bar Street, Cantca, Ohio. 





























AL LOVERS OF 
THE O’NEILL DRAWINGS 


will wish to own 


The -Loves of Edwy 


By ROSE CEcIL O'NEILL. 
Sixty-four illustrations by the author. 
All Bookstores, or Postpaid $1.50. 


Lothrop Publishing Company, Boston 
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rite for Information of Policies, 


Insurance Company of Ai 




















THE PEssIMiIst.—It costs a great deal more to live nowadays than 


it used to. 


THE OPpTIMIstT.— Well, it ’s worth it. 
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40 Sizes, Lic. to 50c. each 

| &. SANTAKLLA & CO., Makers, TAMPA, Fla. 
Sold by First-Ciass Dealers Everywhere. 
| 





PUCKERINGS. 


F Spm gna TO a western lady bugolo- 
gist wasps sting only when they are 
|drunk. Wasps wearing blue ribbons may 
| be handled with impunity. 

| # 

| DisTURBING THOUGHT! Suppose that 

Candidate Higgins should chew his tag! 

| # 

| In case the Czar and the Mikado are 


unable to attend the Peace Congress Puck 


will gladly be the bearer of their proxies. 


it 
PERMIT Us to remind you that it is high 
time you began your Christmas shopping. 
| Don’t delay. Do it to-day. 
a 
Do you notice occasionally that the 


|nerve terminations in the gastric walls of 
| your stomach, stimulated by the accumu- 
| lated secretions of the gastric glands, send 


irritations to the spinal cord per pneumo- 
gastric nerve? If so, do not be alarmed; 
you are merely hungry —unscientifically 
hungry. 










ae only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
polish fo all a but the polish 


Bar Keepers Friend| 


lasts, it willshine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 0’ 

‘wood while cleaning them. 25c 1 Jb box. For sale by drug: 
ealers. nd ze stamp for sample to Geor; 

295 E. Washington St.,Indianspolis, I * 




















VAAN VAY 























Tired brain and nervous tension relax under the po- 
tent action of Abbott’s Angostura Bitters. 
bottle tells Abbott's. 


DANCING MASTERS say the two-step | 
It always did, and lively. 








BUNNER’S 


g. SHORT 
* STORIES 


SHORT SIXES. 


Stories to be Read while the Candle 
Burns, Illustrated. 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. 


A Story of Small Stories, Illus- 
trated. 


MADE IN FRANCE. 


French Tales Retold with a United 
States Twist. Illustrated. 


MORE SHORT SIXES. 
Illustrated. 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE. 


Stray Notes and Comments on His 
Simple Life. Illustrated. 


Five Volumes, in Paper, $2.50 


Cloth, 5.00 
or separately Per Volume, in Paper, $0.50 
as follows : ‘ Cloth, 1.00 


For sale by all Booksellers, or from the 
Publishers on receipt of price. 


Address PUCK, New York. 
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YOU WON’T CARE FOR ORDINARY | 
CHAMPAGNE AFTER YOU TRY | 
ONE BOTTLE OF 


COOKS 


THE: REAL NEW YORK 


By RUPERT HUGHES 
IS SOMETHING NEW IN FICTION 


val 


8 os | AMPAGNAIE. 





PUCKERINGS. 





|" is a story of the great metropolis and one that shows every 
+ USSIAN magazines are reported on | side of the City s life. The reader forgets its guide-book 
fire. Gertrude Atherton must be | value and is carried away by the romance pictured among the 
writing for them. sordid homes of the poor, beneath the glitter of the Tenderloin | 
* : | or behind the more carefully guarded doors of the rich. All 
A pp eer ee “5 day| sides of the City’s life are touched on and the kaleidoscope of A PERFECT COCKTAIL 
ak a  hedbal. , ' | vivid and interesting scenes provides opportunities for humor Omen wp gp ae sagen nga sene | 
* and pathos of which author and illustrator have heen quick to bag tee yee A el Ege few droge | 
THE story that Judge Parker owns | take advantage: anaes a = will destroy the balance. The aan | 
fin. 





sixteen suits of clothes and one pair of | 
> suspenders is a palpable bid for the | Over 100 Drawings by HY. MAYER 
silver vote. All Booksellers 12 mo. Cloth $1.50 net 


olo- | Edition de Luxe Gilt Top 2.00 net 
are A BLUE-BOOK Of aristocratic cats has | 


Club Cocktails 


which are the original and best, scientifically blended 












































1 
ING COMPANY, 452 Fifth A New York from the he choicest old liquors and properly aged before | 
nay been published. It has no connection THE SMART SET PUBLISH ’ ifth Ave., New Yor' being bottled. 
; with the more popular work, “ Who’s es ee and Oe — — 
Who on the Back Fence.” er nenition _ a gin and the latter a whisky base. 
In A STRONG and beautifully simple sermon at Trinity Church recently, the apg apnea yeh ntgyrpegreaeromngy 
mat ' Archbishop of Canterbury called the City of New York a whirlpool. He was _ eaeien i 
B: | right. We think if he had walked a block or two along Wall Street, however, | 
Puck’s | he would not have confined its poolishness to the whirling variety. Mr. Morgan, | | 
are for instance, could have shown him a dozen other pools that would have been 
UCK interesting if not edifying. MMMM MM HHO | 
a : Original “SIRES ER: | VOODOO | 
righ | 
ing, D BOUND | 9 
the ars een 
s of 
x _—* PUCK | 
end | 
mo- The Original Drawing of any Illustration MAKE A | 
ed ; in PUCK may be bought by persons }| 
ally ao deal 
| aac | Handsome Addition | 
A Fine Birthday Present. TO ANY LIBRARY | 
} | 
A Suitable Euchre Party Prize. 1903 Complete, Bound in Two | 
An Appropriate Picture for the Parlor, : = Volumes, Cloth, - $7.50 | 
Library or “Den.” ‘ In Half Morocco, ° 9,00 











We also bind subscribers’ copies, in 


Or who wish to use them for decorative 
¢ Cloth, at $1.25, or, in Half Morocco, at 





purposes generally. 


























A $2.00 per volume. Address, 
4 Price, Size and Character of Drawing 
‘i ac | | PUCK 
. will be sent on application. PROBLEMS | naw voue 
- . " 4 : | 
) Give number of PuCK and Page, and First Crow.—The social problems of the day are becoming | ae ~ 2° 0 0 0 0-0 = 
address more and more difficult of solution. MatWalcalatralvatcalrath 
PUCK, NEW YORK. Second Crow.—Very true. Plenty of food for thought is | |\Sacn? ") pee ee ee ee a2 
furnished by the difficulty of obtaining the other kind. WCC 
THE Hon. JIMKAYJONES Claims the Mr. CLEVELAND’'s ringing utterances 
election. Jimkay is by all odds the) ‘ on the small-mouthed black bass are 
. best election claimer in the country, | IF YOU DON’T KNOW HOW TO VOTE making votes every day. 
. Y tig he aod = oT cee BECAUSE YOU DON’T KNOW BisHoP ines says he hopes to 
. WHAT THE ISSUE IS see the time when the American flag 


: 

THE PreEsIDENT of Néw York_Uni- 
versity suggests debating clubs to dis- 
j cuss the issue of the present campaign. | 
If President McCracken knows what | 
the issue is, it is extremely selfish of | 
him to keep it to himself. 


shall float over a part of Africa. The 
Bishop must be betting on Roosevelt. 
Ds 
POLITICALLY Mr. 
be neutral this year. 
John D. 
Rock’feller he 
Won't holler for Teddy or Alton B, 
ie 
IMPERIALISTICUS asks why, if Mr. 








Rockefeller will 
In other words: 


Look Out for Next Week’s 


PUCK 


# 
ANOTHER hellish plot against the 
battleship “Connecticut” has been) 
foiled. Two low-browed ruffians drove 














what they were going to do with the 
vessel. 


into the dry dock last night and were 
in the act of loading the battleship on 
a. farm wagon when discovered by the 
vigilant guard. They refused to say 











SHERLOCK HOLMES 
Detects the Issue 








Roosevelt is really so anxious to be- 
come President of the United States, 
he doesn’t begin now to be one instead 


of making a Dictator of himself. -We 


don’t know, and respectfully refer the 


question to the gentleman himself. 
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Go the Readers of Puck 





“Ts POLITICIANS tell us these are Prosperous times, 
and for some of us they tell the truth. For instance, 
those of you who 


SUBSCRIBE TO PUCK 
are undoubtedly Prosperous because you are among 
those who are blessed with a steady income. 
This income may not be in dollars, but it is in 
something better, and that is good, honest, hearty, 


wholesome 
LAUGHTER. 


Laughter is of sterling value all the world over, and 
whether it consist merely of a twinkling eye, a warmish 
sensation about the cockles of the heart, a grin a trifle 
broader than the normal width of the face, Mirth is every- 
where legal tender and worth 100 cents on the dollar. 
One of PUCK’S pet economic principles is: 

THE FREE COINAGE OF HAPPINESS 
and now that we are approaching the end of an 
interesting political campaign it is well that you 
should know that PUCK’S efforts, as ston as Mr. 
Roosevelt is back in the White House as a duly 
elected President, or is on his way to Oyster Bay for 
a four years’ vacation, are to be directed in a.fierce 

CRUSADE AGAINST THE BLUES. 

To this end between now and January Ist, 1906, he pro- 
poses to augment your income in hilarity by sending into 
your homes some sixty-two issues of his reading matter 
suitably embellished with pictures and cartoons before which 
no fad, folly, falsehood or fake can hold up its head. 
There will be 

THANKSGIVING NUMBERS 
filled with turkey, cranberry sauce and pumpkin pies, 
pleasing to all the senses, redolent with wit, and 

NO CHESTNUTS IN THE STUFFING. 
There will be 


CHRISTMAS NUSIBERS 
that bubble all over with mirth and merriment 
and the spirit of Brotherly Love, Earthly Peace 
and Good Will to all men—jolly in their fun, 
buoyant in prose and poetry, prismatic and dainty 
of tirit and, above all, numbers that are not afraid 
to celebrate 


THE. KIND OF CHRISTMAS THAT WE 
USED TO HAVE. 

Santa Claus still lives and PUCK is not ashamed to con- 
fess his belief in him. Christmas trees are still fashionable 
where PUCK seeks his friends, and he has a merry quip 
for every branch of them. Mistletoe and pretty girls are 
as fair a combination to-day as they were when your 
grandfather otserved your grandmother standing beneath a 
spray in ye good old days, and PUCK’S chandelier groans 
with the bundles of it he has hung thereon, and any young 
maid who walks beneath it in PUCK’S presence does so 
at her own peril—and all of this is duly attested in the 
honestly beautiful dainties we are preparing for you in 
the guise of 

PUCK’S CHRISTMAS NUIIBERS. 








And then when New Years comes you will think that 
all PUCK’S numbers are special numbers because they 
will be fat with good things. There will be pictures in 
black and white and in color by 
ALL YOUR OLD FRIENDS 
who have made you forget your troubles in the past, with 
many others by picture-makers who expect to 
BECOME YOUR NEW FRIENDS. 
Every issue will contain some kind of a 
SHORT STORY. 
There will be no end of 


BURLESQUE NOVELS 
By Mr. Bert Leston Taylor. 


There will be at least two series by Mr. John 

Kendrick Bangs, the author of “A Houseboat on 

the Styx” and “Coffee and Repartee,” one of 

which is already in hand and narrates 

THE ADVENTURES OF IRS. RAFFLES; 
or, the Amateur Crackswoman at Newport. 

In cartoon and text PUCK proposes to try to do for 
Society what he has tried to do in Politics. There are 
SOCIAL SHAMS 

to be shown up in their true colors, and 
PATRICIAN PRETENDERS 
whose little pretentious pretenses PUCK proposes to prick, 
and while he will never raise his voice to 
DAMAGE THE GOOD 
there need be no fear that he will be 
TENDER WITH THE VICIOUS. 
PUCK believes that there is just as much 
GOOD SOCIETY IN THE TELEPHONE BOOK 
as there is in 
THE SOCIAL REGISTER 
and when he gets through with his consideration of our 
American Aristocracy, 
THE ‘400°. WILL LOOK LIKE 


All of which is respectfully submitted to PUCK’S 
readers, as well as for the consideration of those 
unfortunate people who are not PUCK’S readers, 
in the hope that the former will reason with the 
latter and that the latter will be persuaded to join 
the noble army of 
HEARTY LAUGHERS 
who represent the health, vigor and doers of the 
world, The subscription price is $5.00 per annum 
with no deductions to anybody, only if you 
SUBSCRIBE NOW 
you will get all these issues to which we refer 
FROM DATE TO JANUARY Ist, 1906. 


Wishing you a Merry Election Day, we remain, 


as always, 
Yours for Prosperity, 


Puck. 
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A Feature of the World’s Fair. 


Cordial invitations have been extended to all visitors to the World’s 
Fair to visit the unique Red Top Rye exhibit in the Agricultural 
Building, Block 70. Representatives of all nations have been attracted by 
this unusual feature. 

The colossal ‘‘TOP’’—token of ‘‘America’s Finest Whiskey ’’ — is 
made of ruby jewels; within are a multitude of electric lights. The base — 
representing sheaves of golden rye—is built of leaded art glass. As the 
‘*TOP” slowly revolves the reflection of the lights within cause the thousands 
of brilliant jewels to sparkle and scintillate, compelling the admiration of all 
beholders to what appears to be one huge, magnificent, glistening jewel. 





America’s Finest Whiskey. 


Red Top Rye is distilled from choice No. 1 Rye and 
is stored in well heated warehouses for ten years before it is 


placed on the market. The result is a whiskey that is good, 
pure, honest and as delightful as whiskey can be made. It pos- 
sesses superior medicinal qualities. 

Red Top Rye is sold by first-class grocers, bars, cafés, 
and hotels throughout the United States. It's up to YOU. 


We invite correspondence of dealers. We have representatives 
in every State. 


Ferdinand Westheimer & Sons 


CINCINNATI, O. 


New Vou City Orrick: 1998 Broadway 


LOUISVILLE, Ky. 


ST. JOSEPH, Mo. 


CHrcace Orrice: me La Salle Street 





